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DaVID COPPERFIELD 


INTRODUCCION 


Charles Dickens (1812-1870) es uno de los escritores 
ingleses mds conocidos de la historia de la literatura. Fue capaz 
de combinar en sus obras la satira social, lo cémico y lo patético. 
Es mucho lo que hizo para exponer los peores abusos de la 
sociedad del siglo XIX removiendo la conciencia publica. 

David Copperfield es su mejor novela, a juicio del propio 
autor, y es en su mayor parte autobiogrdafica. La historia y los 
personajes se ven a través de los ojos del protagonista, que los 
tifie de ternura o comicidad sin olvidar a los mezquinos, débiles 
© avaros. Merece la pena abrir este libro como ventana a la 
sociedad del siglo pasado y disfrutar de la galeria de personajes 
que desfilaran ante nosotros. 


INTRODUCCIO 


Charles Dickens (1812-1870) és un dels escriptors anglesos 
més coneguts de la historia de Ia literatura. A les seves obres va 
ser capa¢ de combinar la satira social, el que és comic t el que 
és patétic. Es molt el que va fer per exposar els pitjors abusos de 
la societat del segle XIX removent la consciéncia publica. 

David Copperfield és la seva millor novel-la, segons el judici 
del propi autor, i és, en gran part, autobiografica. La historia 1 els 
personatges es veuen a través dels ulls del protagonista, que els 
tenyeix de tendresa o comicitat sense oblidar els mesquins, els 
débils o els avars. Val la pena obrir aquest llibre com si fos una 
finestra a la societat del segle passat i gaudir de la galeria de 
personatges que desfilaran davant nostre. 


INTRODUCTION 


SARRERA 


Charles Dickens (1812-1870) literaturaren historian idazle 
ingeles ezagunenetarikoa da. Bere lanetan giza satira, komedia 
eta hunkigarritasuna nahasteko gai izan zen. Lan handia egin 
zuen XIX. mendeko gizartearen gehiegikeria okerrenak 
azaltzearren, hala, jendearen kontzientzia eraginez. 

David Copperfield da bere nobelarik onena, autorearen 
beraren iritziz, eta autobiografia da gehienbat. Istorioa nahiz 
pertsonaiak protagonistaren begien bitartez agertzen zaizkigu. 
samurtasunaz edo komikotasunaz jantzita, baina zekenak, 
ahulak edo doilorrak ahaztu gabe. Merezi du liburua tragan 
mendeko gizartearen leiho gisa irekitzea eta, bide batez, gure 
aurrean joan-etorrian ibiliko diren pertsonaiez gozatzea. 


LIMIAR 


Charles Dickens (1812-1870) é un dos escritores ingleses 
mais cofiecidos da historia da literatura. Foi quen de combinar 
nas stias obras a satira social, 0 cémico e 0 patético. E moito o 
que fixo para expor os peores abusos da sociedade do século 
XIX removendo a conciencia publica. 

David Copperfield 6 a sia mellor novela, a xuizo do propio 
autor, e € na sua maior parte autobiografica. A historia e os 
personaxes vense a través dos ollos do protagonista, que os tinxe 
de tenrura ou comicidade sen esquecer 6s mesquifios, débiles ou 
avarentos. Paga a pena abrir este libro como fiestra 4 sociedade 
do século pasado e gozar da galeria de personaxes que desfilaran 
diante de nés. 
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My mother suddenly realised that there was a face staring at her 
through the window. 
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David Copperfield 


by Charles Dickens 


CHAPTER] i EARLY CHILDHOOD 


I was born on a Friday night at midnight. They say that any 
child born at this hour on a Friday night will be unlucky in his 
life. When you have read my story, you will be able to judge 
whether this is true or not... 

My mother was a widow when I was born — my father had 
died six months earlier. It is strange to think that he never saw 
me, and that my only memory of him are the visits I made to his 
grave. 

On the Friday J was born, my mother was sitting at home 
when she suddenly realised that there was a face staring at her 
through the window. It was a woman’s face, with her nose 
pressed so hard against the window that it was flat. My mother 
was shocked, and I’m sure that this is the reason I was born that 
day. Although my mother had never seen this woman before, she 
knew that it was Aunt Betsey. Miss Betsey Trotwood was my 
father’s aunt. a widow, who had always liked my father, but had 
opposed his plans to get married. As soon as my mother opened 
the door, Aunt Betsey said, “Mrs Clara Copperfield?” 

“Yes,” answered my mother. 

“My name is Miss Trotwood. You have heard of me, haven’t 
you?” the visitor asked. 

“Yes, | have had that pleasure,” my mother replied. 

“Well, now you see me,” said Aunt Betsey, coming into the 
house without waiting for an invitation. She sat down and talked 
for a while with my mother about my poor. dead father. Then 
she changed the subject. 

“You are expecting a baby, aren't you? | have no doubt it 
will be a girl, and I shall be her friend. I will be her godmother, 
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and you will call her Betsey Trotwood Copperfield,” declared 
Aunt Betsey. At that moment, my mother’s maid, Peggotty, 
came into the room. She looked at my mother’s face and realised 
that my arrival into the world was near. She sent her nephew, 
Ham, who was spending his holiday with her, to bring the 
doctor. Aunt Betsey remained seated in another room until, after 
a long wait, the doctor came to congratulate her. 

“And how is she?” inquired Aunt Betsey. 

“As well as a young mother can be expected to be,” 
answered the doctor. 

“And she? How is she?” 

The doctor was confused. 

“The baby,” repeated my aunt. “How is she?” 

“Madam, it’s a boy,” was the reply. 

Aunt Betsey did not say a word, but took her hat in her hand, 
almost hitting the doctor with it, and left the house. 

My memories of my early childhood are of my mother and 
Peggotty. My mother was young, pretty and slim. Peggotty was 
quite fat and had dark eyes and bright red cheeks. Although 
Peggotty was our maid, I found it difficult to treat her like a 
servant — she was part of our family. We used to have long 
conversations about many different subjects. 

I will never forget the day my mother came home 
accompanied by a man with beautiful black hair and whiskers. 
His name was Mr Murdstone and | had often seen him with my 
mother. For some reason I felt jealous when I saw him this time, 
but my mother looked very happy. When he left, Mr Murdstone 
wanted to shake hands with me, but I had already decided that I 
didn’t want to. 

Later that night I heard Mother and Peggotty arguing and 
crying. I heard Peggotty say, “Mr Copperfield wouldn’t have 
liked this one.” They argued and cried some more, and then 
went to bed. 

After that, Peggotty seemed to spend less time in our 
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company, and the atmosphere became less comfortable. 
Sometimes I thought that Peggotty was angry because Mother 
had started to wear pretty dresses and spend more time at Mr 
Murdstone’s house. We also saw more of Mr Murdstone in our 
own house. 

One day, Peggotty invited me to come with her to visit her 
family in Yarmouth. I told her that I would love to go with her, 
and when we asked Mother, she agreed. But when the day came 
to leave, I felt a little guilty. 

“Won’t Mother be lonely without us?” I asked Peggotty. 
“What will she do on her own?” 

“Don’t worry, Master Davy,” answered Peggotty. “She will 
visit the neighbours.” I felt better after that. 

We travelled by horse and carriage. As we came close to our 
destination, Peggotty shouted, “There he is! There’s my Ham!” 
This was Peggotty’s nephew, who had run to call the doctor 
when I was born. He was now a big, strong young man, and he 
carried me on his shoulders to Peggotty’s brother’s house. 


Ham carried me on his shoulders to Peggotty’s brother's house. 
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“There it is,” said Peggotty, pointing to something that 
looked like a boat. 

“Do you mean the thing that looks like a ship?” I asked. 

“That’s it, Master Davy,” she said. 

Everything was so exciting! I was going to stay in a house 
that was really a boat! There was a smell of fish in the house, 
and when I mentioned this to Peggotty, she told me that her 
brother was a fisherman. Peggotty introduced me to her brother, 
Dan, who was a very big, happy man. I also met a young girl, 
named Emily, but who everyone called Em’ly. I thought Emily 
was a beautiful little girl, and I immediately wanted to be her 
friend. 

I asked Mr Peggotty how he chose Ham’s name. 

“I didn’t give him that name.” 

“Then who did?” 

“My brother, Joe, did. Ham is Joe’s son.” 

“And where is your brother, Joe, sir?” 

‘Dead. Drowned.” 

“So, Emily is your daughter?” 

“No. She’s my brother-in-law Tom’s daughter.” 

“Ts he dead too?” 

“Yes, he also drowned.” 

“Don’t you have any children of your own, Mr Peggotty?” 

“No, I’m a bachelor.” 

At this point, Peggotty (my Peggotty) stopped the 
conversation, deciding that I had asked enough questions. 


CHAPTER 2 THE MURDSTONES 


The two weeks in Yarmouth were wonderful. I especially 
enjoyed my walks along the beach with Emily, and we became 
good friends. Even today, when I hear the name Yarmouth, I 
remember those lovely days. I was very sad to leave Yarmouth 
and Emily on the day we went home. 
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I especially enjoyed my walks along the beach with Emily. 
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Peggotty, too, seemed unhappy during the journey. She was 
very quiet, and I thought something was wrong. Finally we 
arrived home. When I entered the house, I saw a new maid. 

“Where’s Mother? Why didn’t she come to the gate?” | 
asked. 

“Oh, Master Davy, I tried to tell you, but . . .” said Peggotty. 

“She isn’t dead, is she?” 

“No, of course not. It’s just that... you’ve got a new father. 
Come and see him.” 

“I don’t want to see him.” 

When we entered the sitting-room, my mother was sitting on 
one side of the fire, knitting. On the other side was Mr 
Murdstone. My mother jumped up when she saw me, and Mr 
Murdstone said, “Now, Clara, control yourself.” She kissed me, 
but not like she usually did. Mr Murdstone was watching us. I 
went upstairs to my room, but they had moved all my things to 
another room. In fact, the whole house had changed. Mr 
Murdstone had also brought a big, black dog with him, which 
immediately tried to attack me. 

That evening I lay on my bed and cried. 1 couldn't 
understand how my mother could love this man. I finally fell 
asleep, thinking about my holiday in Yarmouth and Emily. 

When I woke, Mr Murdstone was in my room. He began to 
talk to me. 

“David, if I have an obstinate horse or dog, do you know 
what I do? [ hit it. | hit it very hard. You’re a clever boy, David. 
I’m sure you understand me.” 

That night after dinner, my mother hugged me before I went 
to bed, as she always did. 

“David,” she whispered, “obey your new father.” 

I believe she was afraid of Mr Murdstone. 

The following day, a dark, serious woman with a big nose 
arrived. It was Miss Murdstone, my stepfather’s sister. She had 
come to help my mother. She was a very strict, suspicious 
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person, who made it very clear from the start that she did not 
like me. She was so suspicious of everyone, Peggotty once told 
me, that she believed Miss Murdstone slept with one eye open! 

It was obvious that Mr Murdstone and his sister wanted to 
control our lives. On one occasion when my mother said that she 
would like to be consulted, they said she was very ungrateful, 
and Miss Murdstone declared that she would leave the following 
day. At this point, my mother said she was very sorry and started 
to cry. I never heard my mother question the Murdstones’ 
decisions again. 

At this time, I didn’t go to school — my mother taught me at 
home. However, when I had lessons, my stepfather and his sister 
were also in the room, and it always seemed to me that they 
wanted me to make a mistake. lt made me so nervous that I 
couldn’t think clearly, and I forgot things which I had learned 
and practised only a few moments before. On these occasions, 
my stepfather asked me questions, which made me panic even 


Trl 
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My stepfather asked me questions, which made me panic even more. 
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more. My only enjoyment was when I could find a quiet corner 
to read a book. 

One morning when I came into the room for my lesson, I 
saw Mr and Miss Murdstone sitting in their usual places. That 
day, however, my stepfather had a cane in his hand. 

“You must be much more careful today, David,” he said, 
waving the cane in the air. ] understood at once that he was 
going to beat me if I couldn’t answer my mother’s questions 
correctly. My mind went blank. One wrong answer followed 
another, until my mother started to cry and my stepfather took 
me up to my room. When we got there, he suddenly put my head 
under his arm. 

“Please don’t beat me, Mr Murdstone.” I pleaded. “I can’t 
learn when you and Miss Murdstone are in the room.” 

“Can't you?” he asked, as he prepared to hit me. I was 
terrified and desperately wanted to escape. | bit Mr Murdstone’s 
hand. Mr Murdstone beat me so fiercely that ] thought he would 
kill me. He finally stopped and left the room. | stood up slowly 
and looked in the mirror. My face was red and swollen. with 
lines across it from where the cane had cut me. 

For five days my room was my prison. I was allowed to 
spend 30 minutes in the garden each day. but I saw no one 
except Miss Murdstone. I went to evening prayers with the 
others, but no one spoke — my mother looked away and Mr 
Murdstone held his bandaged hand. 

On the fifth night, I heard someone whispering my name. It 
was Peggotty on the other side of the locked door. 

‘“Peggotty! Is Mother still angry with me?” I asked. 

“No, not very.” 

“What are they going to do with me, Peggotty?” 

“They’re going to send you to school. Near London.” 

“When?” 

“Tomorrow. Davy, dear, you must never forget me. PII never 
forget you, and I’ll take care of your mother. I'll write to 
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you...” Then Peggotty kissed the door, which was the closest 
she could get to me. 

When the carriage arrived the next day, my mother was pale 
and red-eyed. I asked her forgiveness, which I received. 

“You will come back for the holidays and be a better boy,” 
she said. 

Miss Murdstone then walked with me to the carriage, and I 
was on my way to my new school. 


CHAPTER3 _... SCHOOLDAYS 


As the carriage travelled along the road, | wondered why 
Pegsotty hadn’t come to say goodbye. Suddenly, the carriage 
stopped and Peggotty appeared from behind some bushes. She 
hugged and kissed me, and put a bag of cakes and a small purse 
into my hands. Then she disappeared. In the purse were three 
coins from her and two more from my mother. I offered the 
coachman. Mr Barkis, one of the cakes, which he quickly ate. 

“Did she make these cakes?” he asked. 

“Peggotty? Yes, of course,” I answered. 

“Does she have an admirer?” Mr Barkis asked. 

“No, not Peggotty!” 

“If you write to her, tell her that Barkis is willing.” 

I didn’t know what he meant, but I gave Peggotty his 
message in my first letter to her. Mr Barkis drove me to 
Yarmouth, where I ate lunch before boarding the coach for 
London. I travelled through the night and arrived in London 
early in the morning. Someone from the school was supposed to 
meet me, but nobody was there. I sat in the office at the coach 
station and thought about what [ would do if no one came to 
collect me. At last, a tall, thin young man dressed tn black 
clothes entered the office and walked towards me. 

“Are you the new boy?” he asked. 

“Yes. sir.” I rephied. 
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He informed me that his name was Mr Mell and that he was 
one of the teachers at the school. The school, Salem House, was 
a large, ugly building, with a high wall around it. It was empty. 
because the other boys had not yet returned from their holidays. 
Mr Mell told me that the headmaster, Mr Creakle, was also on 
holiday with his family. We walked into a classroom, where | 
saw a sign that said: “Be careful of him. He bites.” I looked 
around for a dog. 

“What are you looking for?” asked Mr Mell. 

“The dog. The dog that bites,” I told him, pointing to the 
sign. 

“That sign is for you — because you bit your stepfather. You 
must wear it on your back. I’m sorry you have to begin your 
time here like this.” 


= 
— i 


I felt as if hundreds of eyes were watching me. 
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Mr Mell put the sign on my back, and even though no one 
was there to see it, I felt as if hundreds of eyes were watching 
me. I walked around the school, looking at the names carved or 
written on desks, doors and walls. One name was always written 
strongly and clearly — J. Steerforth. Another name, Tommy 
Traddles, also appeared often. | wondered who these people 
were and if they would be my friends. In the meantime, I started 
my studies with Mr Mell. 

One day Mr Creakle returned and said that he wanted to 
meet me. His assistant took me to his house, which was next to 
the school. | entered the room and saw a fat man with a bald 
head, small eyes, a small nose and a large chin. 

“So, what has he done so far?” asked Mr Creakle. looking at 
me. 

“Nothing.” his assistant answered. 

Mr Creakle seemed disappointed to hear this. 

“I have the pleasure of knowing your stepfather,” Mr 
Creakle informed me. “He knows me, too. But you don’t know 
me, do you?” he asked, holding me by the ear. 

“Not yet, sir.’ | answered, thinking only of the terrible pain 
in my ear. 

“Not yet, but you soon will,” he said. “Understand one 
thing — if [ say I will do something, I do it! If I tell you to do 
something, you will do it! Now you know me, boy! Take him 
away!” 

The following day, Mr Sharp, the senior teacher, returned to 
school. The first boy to return was Tommy Traddles, whose 
name I had seen earlier. He. like every other boy who arrived 
after him. laughed at the sign on my back. 

Soon J. Steerforth came back to school. [ had already heard 
a lot about him — he was about six years older than me, very 
good-looking and a very good student. He asked me why there 
was a sign on my back, and remarked that it was a pity. 

‘How much money have you got, Copperfield?” he asked. 
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I told him, and he said he would look after it for me. He 
persuaded me to spend most of it on food and drink for a party. 
I didn’t mind — J made new friends and heard many stories about 
school lite. 

The lessons began, and I started to learn about the strict 
discipline in the school. Everyone was afraid of Mr Creakle and 
the beatings they got for the smallest offence. These beatings 
happened every day at Salem House. I was beaten on several 
occasions. Steerforth always helped me afterwards, and he 
became a close friend. In fact, Steerforth was my hero — there 
was nothing | wouldn't do for him. One evening, he discovered 
that | had read many books, and since he had difficulty falling 
asleep at night, he asked me to tell him some stories. Of course, 
I agreed, even though J was very tired and wanted to go to sleep. 

One day I was pleasantly surprised when I received an 
unexpected visit from Mr Peggotty and Ham. I introduced them 
to Steerforth. and that evening we had a feast in our room with 
the shellfish they had brought. Before they left, they invited 
Steerforth to visit them at Yarmouth. 

At last, the holidays arrived. Mr Barkis came to take me 
home, and I was pleased to see him. 

“I gave your message to Peggotty.” I told him. 

“I’m sure you did, but I didn’t get an answer.” 

“Was she supposed to answer?” | asked. 

“When a man says he’s willing. that means he’s waiting for 
an answer,” Mr Barkis said. “Tell her that Barkis is waiting for 
an answer. By the way, what's her name?” 

“Peggotty — Clara Peggotty.” 

Mr Barkis carefully wrote the name on a part of his carriage, 
as if to remember It. 

When we arrived at the house, I couldn't see anyone. | 
entered quietly, hoping not to find Mr Murdstone or his sister. I 
heard my mother’s voice, singing a song she used to sing to me 
when I was a baby. When | walked into the sitting-room, I saw 
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my mother sitting by the fire. There was a baby in her arms. 

“Davy! My dear boy!” she called, running across the room 
to greet me. “Look, Davy, you’ve got a brother!” How happy 
was at that moment. Then Peggotty came into the room, 
delighted to see me. 

The Murdstones were not at home and wouldn’t return until 
late, so the three of us had dinner together. Oh, it was as if we 
had returned to the good old days. 

During the meal, [ told Peggotty what Mr Barkis had said. 
She began to laugh. 

“Peggotty!” said Mother. “What's the matter?” 

This made Peggotty laugh even more. 

“What is it. Peggotty?” 

“Oh, Mr Barkis wants to marry me, ma’am.” 

My mother spoke slowly. “That would be good for you, 
wouldn't it?” she asked. 

“JT won’t marry him, ma’am. Neither him nor anyone else,” 
Peggotty insisted. 

My mother became serious and looked at Peggotty. “Please 
don't leave me, Peggotty. [ couldn’t manage without you.” she 
confessed. 

“Leave you? Never! Your husband and his sister would like 
me to do that, but [ shall never leave you, ma’am.” 

We talked for so long that we forgot how late it was. When 
we heard the Murdstones arrive, my mother gave me a kiss and 
told me to go to bed. 

The next morning I went downstairs with fear in my heart, 
not knowing how the Murdstones would treat me. Mr 
Murdstone looked up at me as | entered. 

“Pm sorry for what I did, and J hope you will forgive me,” 
{ told him. 

“Tm glad yow re sorry,” he replied. 

Life was miserable for me when the Murdstones were at 
home. Miss Murdstone counted the days until I returned to 
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1 looked back and saw my mother holding up the baby for me to see. 
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school, marking each day on a calendar as my departure came 
nearer. I could do nothing right. I wasn’t even allowed to hold 
my baby brother. If Mr Murdstone was in a good mood, I 
changed it to bad. If Miss Murdstone was in a bad mood, I made 
it worse. They didn’t want me to be near them, but they didn’t 
want me to spend time with Peggotty either. 

Finally it was time to return to Salem House. Mother came 
to the gate to say goodbye. I kissed her and my baby brother. As 
the carriage drove away, I heard my mother call my name. I 
looked back and saw her holding up the baby for me to see. It is 
an image IJ shall never forget. 


I returned to the routine of school life. Somehow the time 
passed until March, when it was my birthday. I received a 
message to go to Mr Creakle’s office, and I was sure I was going 
to receive a birthday present from Peggotty. I stood up quickly, 
but my teacher said kindly, “Don’t hurry, David. You have lots 
of time.” 

As I entered, I was surprised to see that Mrs Creakle was 
there, and not her husband. 

“David, I’ve got something to tell you,” Mrs Creakle said. 
“The world changes, and we all must live with these changes — 
sometimes when we are young, sometimes when we are older.” 

I looked at her, wondering what she meant. 

“Was your mother well when you left home, David?” 

I nodded, still not understanding what she was talking 
about. 

“Because I’m afraid I’ve just heard that your mother has 
been ill — very ill.” 

Suddenly I understood — even before I heard the words: 
“She is dead.” 

I thought of my sad, empty home and of my baby brother. 
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Mrs Creakle told me he was also very ill and might die as well. 
Then I thought of my father’s grave and of the grave in which 
my mother would soon be buried. 

When I arrived home, Peggotty ran out of the house and 
took me in her arms. She told me that my baby brother had also 
died, and that he would be buried in the same grave as my 
mother. I saw many familiar faces at the funeral. but I only 
remember the terrible sadness that I felt. All [ could think of was 
my mother, who I would never see again. 

My future was now uncertain. Apart from Peggotty (and my 
Aunt Betsey, who I had never seen), J had no one in the world. 
Miss Murdstone had never liked Peggoity, so it was no surprise 
that one of the first things she did after Mother's death was to 
dismiss her. Before she left, Peggotty promised that if IT ever 
needed assistance, she would help me. She also invited me to 
stay with her at Yarmouth for a while. ] asked permission to go 
with Peggotty and was very surprised when the Murdstones 
agreed. 

We travelled to Dan Peggotty’s house in Mr _ Barkis’ 
carriage. It was a pleasure to be among friends again. I looked 
around me, but the person I was looking for wasn’t there. 

“Where is Emily?” ] asked. 

“She’s at school, Master Davy. She'll be home soon.” Mr 
Peggotty replied. 

The time passed very slowly until the door opened and 
Emily entered. She had grown, and her eyes seemed bluer and 
her face even prettier. She pretended not to know me, and when 
I tried to kiss her, she told me that she wasn’t a baby any more. 
In fact, she spent the whole day teasing me. Everyone wanted 
to please her, and | understood why — she was a lovely person. 

Mr Peggotty hadn’t changed and neither had Ham. They 
remembered their visit to Salem House and asked about my 
friend Steerforth. Even though they had only met him once, they 
too admired him very much. As we talked about Steerforth, 
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Emily listened attentively, her blue eyes shining. She, too, 
wanted to meet Steerforth. 

I was disappointed that this visit was not like the previous 
one. Emily was too busy to go for walks on the beach. Even 
though we spent little ime together, [ knew that I was in love 
with Emily, and I even imagined marrying her one day. 

During my stay, Mr Barkis appeared at the house, bringing 
all kinds of small presents for Peggotty. One day, Mr Barkis and 
Peggotty decided to go out {or the day, and they invited Emily 
and me to join them. The first thing they did was to stop at a 
small church. They went in, and Emily and I waited outside. 
After a while, they came out, and they both seemed very happy. 

While we were driving, Mr Barkis asked me, “Do you 
remember the name I wrote on my carriage?” 

“Of course. Clara Peggotty.” 

“What name should I write now?” 

“Clara Peggotty?” I asked, not really understanding what | 
was supposed to say. 

“No!” he laughed. “Clara Peggotty BARKIS!” 

We were all very happy. 

Those happy days at Yarmouth passed very quickly, and 
soon I had to return home to Mr and Miss Murdstone. They both 
left me alone and rgnored me. I wasn't allowed to see anyone, 
although Peggotty usually managed to visit me once a week. 
She never came to the house; we met nearby. 

One day, Mr Murdstone said, “David, this is a world for 
action — not for sitting in the house all day. I am not rich, and 
education is very expensive. I have therefore decided that you 
will start work. | have arranged for you to work in my business 
in London. You will earn enough money for food and drink, and 
you will have a little pocket money Icft.” 

T had often heard about the Murdstones’ wine business. Now 
I was going to find out exactly what it was like... 
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CHAPTER 5 _ __RUNNING Away 


At the age of ten, I began to work for Murdstone and Grinby. 
My job was to wash bottles, put labels on them and pack them 
in boxes. Three other boys also did this job in some old, dark 
buildings near the river Thames. I tried to work hard, but when 
I thought about the happy moments from my childhood, tears 
fell down my cheeks while I was washing the bottles. 

At the end of the first day, I was introduced to my landlord, 
Mr Micawber. My stepfather had arranged for me to rent a room 
from this gentleman, and a very unusual gentleman he was. 
When I arrived at his house, he introduced me to his wife and 


When f thought about the happy moments from my childhood, tears 
fell down my cheeks while | was washing the bottles. 
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their family — a young boy, aged four, a young girl of three and 
twin babies. Mr and Mrs Micawber were not young, and judging 
by their house, they were not rich either. My first conversation 
with Mrs Micawber was about how unlucky they had been and 
how little money they had. As time went on, they became good 
friends, and I helped them whenever I could; however, I never 
had very much money myself. 

While I was living with the Micawbers, many people used 
to come to the house looking for Mr Micawber. Mr Micawber 
tried to avoid seeing these people. He owed them money. One 
day, I learned that Mr Micawber had been unable to pay his 
debts and had been put into a debtors’ prison. Mrs Micawber 
was now alone with the children and didn’t know what to do. I 
helped her to sell most of her furniture, but she still didn’t have 
enough money. Eventually Mrs Micawber left and moved into 
the prison with Mr Micawber to save money. Then I had to find 
a small room in another house. 

After a short time, Mr Micawber was released from prison 
as a result of a new law that helped people in debt. I visited the 
Micawbers and found Mr Micawber in an optimistic mood. 

“Copperfield, my friend, I know that something will turn 
up.” he told me cheerfully. 

“Tl hope so, Mr Micawber,” I answered, although I found it 
difficult to understand his optimistic belief that something 
would always “turn up”. 

“My family is wealthy.” added Mrs Micawber, “but I will 
never leave my husband in spite of our circumstances. I have 
spoken to a relative, and he says he will find Mr Micawber a job 
in Plymouth.” 

It was interesting to listen to Mr and Mrs Micawber. Mr 
Micawber seemed to know everything, and his devoted wite 
admired him and listened attentively to every word he said. 
Although I didn’t always believe what he said, Mr Micawber 
was a good man and | was sorry to see him and his family leave. 
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Now that my friends had gone, | was even more unhappy at 
Murdstone and Grinby, and I decided to run away from London 
and to look for my Aunt Betsey. Although I didn’t know her, she 
was my only relation, and somehow [ felt certain she would 
help me. I also didn’t know her exact address, but Peggotty had 
once told me she lived in a village near Dover. Before leaving, | 
paid a young man to carry my heavy trunk. Unfortunately, he 
ran away not only with my trunk but also with all my money. I 
was now alone without any money, and the only things that I 
owned were the clothes that I was wearing. 

I continued on the road to Dover on foot. I sold my Jacket to 
buy food. and | slept wherever [ could find somewhere dry. 
Eventually 1 reached my aunt’s village. ] asked someone where 
Miss Trotwood lived, and he directed me to her cottage. J was 
very tired and very dirty, and | wasn’t sure how she would react 
when she saw me. 

I arrived at the door and knocked uncertainly. Aunt Betsey’s 
maid appeared. 

“What do you want?” she asked, staring at my unwashed 
face. 

“] want to speak to Miss Trotwood, please,” I answered. 

“To beg from her, | think!” replied the maid, and she closed 
the door in my face. 

Not knowing what to do, I turned to leave. Suddenly I saw 
my aunt in the garden. Using all the courage and strength [ had 
left, | walked up to her and touched her arm. 

“Please, ma'am. Please, Aunt. I am your nephew. | am 
David Copperfield. You were in our house on the day I was 
born. You met my mother. She is dead now and I am very 
unhappy. My stepfather sent me to work in London. I ran away 
to look for you and I was robbed on the way. I have walked all 
the way from London.” 

] began to cry. Luckily, Aunt Betsey took me inside. Then 
she called her lodger, Mr Dick, and told him my story. 
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Using all the courage and strength I had left, f walked up to my aunt 


and touched her arnn. 
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“Mr Dick,” explained my aunt, “this is my nephew, David 
Copperfield. I’ve told you about him in the past. He has been 
badly treated and has run away. He has come to me for help. 
What should I do?” 

Mr Dick looked at me with great interest. He was an elderly 
gentleman with a round face. He looked a little strange to me, 
but he always had a smile on his face. Afterwards I learned that 
most people believed he was mad, but my aunt didn’t listen to 
them. Whenever she had to make an important decision, she 
always asked Mr Dick for advice. 

After thinking for a moment, Mr Dick replied, “Well, I think 
the first thing you should do is give the boy a bath!” 

“Mr Dick, you’re right once again!” Aunt Betsey remarked. 
“Don’t let anybody tell me that you’re a fool.” 

Mr Dick seemed very pleased that he had given the correct 
advice. 

My aunt sent me with Janet, the maid, who bathed me, fed 
me and took me to my bedroom. That night I prayed that this 
would be the start of a new and better life. 

The following morning after breakfast, my aunt told me 
something that made me very anxious. 

“I have sent a letter to Mr Murdstone informing him that you 
are here,” she announced. 

“Are you going to send me back to him?” | asked. 

“That’s for him to decide,” my aunt replied. 

I waited anxiously until one day a letter arrived from Mr 
Murdstone. The letter said that he would arrive the following 
day to take me back. The next day, he and Miss Murdstone 
arrived, and we went into the sitting-room. Aunt Betsey disliked 
the Murdstones from the moment she saw them. 

“So, you married David’s poor mother,” she said to Mr 
Murdstone. 

“Yes, and I have come to take her son,” he answered. 

He then told Aunt Betsey how much trouble I had caused 
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him, and that I was violent, aggressive, rebellious and rude. 

“Of all the boys in the world, I believe he is the worst,” 
added Miss Murdstone. 

“T shall take him now, and you will not interfere, Miss 
Trotwood,” Mr Murdstone insisted. “The boy is mine and I will 
do whatever I want with him.” 

“Is that so?” answered my aunt. “And what do you say, 
David?” 

Everyone looked at me. 

“Please, Aunt. Don’t send me away with that cruel man. 
Please let me stay here with you.” 

My aunt thought for a moment and said to Mr Murdstone, 
“If half of what you say is true -- though I do not believe it is — 
it will be better if the boy stays with me. You may go now. 
Goodbye.” 

The Murdstones were angry and insulted, but my aunt left 
them no choice. I watched them leave with great joy in my heart. 
Then my aunt looked at me. “Now we have to decide what is 
best for you, my boy,” she said. “First of all, I shall call you 
Trotwood. Trotwood Copperfield.” 

And so I started my new life with a new name. 


CHAPTER 6 IN CANTERBURY 


Aunt Betsey decided that [ must complete my education and 
go to school in the nearby city of Canterbury. We went to 
Canterbury the next day, and when we arrived, Aunt Betsey took 
me to the office of her lawyer, Mr Wickfield. 

As we entered, we saw a young boy sitting at a desk. He was 
about 15 years old and had bright red hair. 

“Ah, Uriah Heep!” my aunt said. “Is Mr Wickfield here?” 

“Yes, Miss Trotwood,” the red-haired boy replied. 

The boy studied me very carefully as we went into Mr 
Wickfield’s office. Mr Wickfield was a grey-haired gentleman 
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invited him in. Now [| felt even more uncomfortable — Mr 
Micawber usually talked a lot, and [ didn’t want him to tell 
Uriah Heep about my past. 

“Are you still in the wine business, Copperfield?” asked Mr 
Micawber. 

I turned to Uriah Heep and said, “Uriah, it has been a 
pleasant afternoon, and I’m happy to have met your mother, but 
] must go now. I haven't seen Mr Micawber for a very long time 
and we have many things to talk about.” 

I felt relieved to go and happy to see my old friend. “I 
thought you were in Plymouth,” | said to him. 

“They didn’t need talent in Plymouth, so I came here.” Mr 
Micawber replied. 

Mr Micawber invited me to his house. and Mrs Micawber 
was very surprised to see me. The three of us talked together for 
a while. The following evening, as I was returning from school, 
I saw Mr Micawber walking arm in arm along the street with 
Uriah Heep. The next day, I saw them together again. They 
seemed to be very friendly. and [ hoped that Mr Micawber 
hadn’t told Uriah Heep too much about me. 


__A HOLIDAY IN YARMOUTH 


CHAPTER T 


My years at Dr Strong’s school and with the Wickfields 
passed quickly. and soon the time came for me to leave my 
happy home in Canterbury and choose a career. 

I went to my aunt’s house to think about my future. 
“Trotwood, you must take your time to make this decision,” my 
aunt advised me. “Why don’t you go to Yarmouth for a few 
days? Peggotty and Mr Barkis are living there now, and I’m sure 
they'd be happy to sce you. It may be easier for you to make 
your decision there.” 

“Td love to do that, Aunt,” | answered. 

On my way to Yarmouth, I stopped in Canterbury to say 
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goodbye to Dr Strong and the Wickfields. I was especially sad 
to leave Agnes. Over the years she had become one of my 
dearest friends. 

“The house hasn’t been the same since you left, Trotwood.” 
she remarked. 

“T shall miss you, Agnes,” I replied. “Now who will I ask 
when I need advice?” 

Agnes smiled, but I also saw sadness in her eyes. Then she 
asked, “Tell me, do you think my father has changed recently?” 

“Yes.” I said. “his hands have begun to tremble and his 
specch is sometimes unclear. It always seems to happen when he 
has some important business to attend to.” 

“Yes, it's all Uriah Heep’s fault.” Agnes said. “He 
encourages my father to drink alcohol. So, my father gets drunk 
and Uriah looks after his business. Pm so worried, Trotwood. 
Where will it all end?” 

I sensed that Agnes wanted to tell me more, but her father 
entered the room at that moment, so she stopped talking. 

From Canterbury | travelled by coach to London, where I 
planned to stay the night in a hotel before continuing on to 
Yarmouth. By coincidence, Steerforth. my old schoolfriend, was 
staying at the same hotcl. We were very pleased to sce each 
other, and the following day, instead of going straight to 
Yarmouth, I spent a few days at Steerforth’s house. 

Steerforth lived in a big house with his mother, who was a 
widow. They were very rich. His mother was a pleasant woman. 
and [ enjoyed our conversations together. 

Before I left, I thought of asking Steerforth to join me in 
Yarmouth. “Don’t you remember that Mr Peggotty invited you 
when he met you at Salem House?” 

“Yes,” replied Steerforth, “I do remember. I'd love to go 
with you.” 

We travelled to Yarmouth together and were greeted warmly 
by my dear friends. 
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“You couldn’t have chosen a better time to visit us,” Mr 
Peggotty declared. “Em’ly’s just told us that she’s going to get 
married!” 

“Congratulations, Emily,” I said. “Who is the lucky man?” 

“It’s Ham.” answered Mr Peggotty, obviously pleased at his 
niece’s choice. 

In all the excitement, I had forgotten to introduce Steerforth 
to Emily. Afterwards, he whispered to me, “She’s beautiful! Is 
Ham a suitable husband for her? Don’t you think she should 
have someone better?” 
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“You couldn't have chosen a better time to visit us,” Mr Peggotty 
declured. “Em'ly'’s just told us she’s going to get married!” 
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Steerforth and I spent many happy days in the Peggottys’ 
company. Steerforth even went out to sea with Mr Peggotty and 
Ham and helped them on their boat. 

‘“He’s a quick learner,” said Mr Peggotty, proud of his new 
student. 

One day Steerforth surprised us all by announcing that he 
had bought a boat and that he was going to call it The Little 
Emly. 

One evening, as we were walking towards Peggotty’s house, 
we saw Ham waiting outside. He told us that Peggotty and 
Emily were inside talking to a young woman called Martha. 
Martha had been abandoned by a man after he had made her 
pregnant. People in the town were not sympathetic to her. 

I heard Martha say, “I want to go to London. Here everyone 
knows me, but no one knows me there. Help me, Em’ly, please.” 

Emily stood up and put some money into Martha’s hand. 
They both began to cry. After Martha left, we went into the 
house, and Emily, still crying, said, “I want to be a better girl 
than [ am. I’m not as innocent as you think. Please help me, 
Ham. David, Aunt. please help me.” I didn’t know what she 
meant. 


CHAPTER 8 7 URIAH HEEP’S PLANS 


A few days later, I received a letter from my aunt, reminding 
me that I had come to Yarmouth to make a decision. The truth is 
that I hadn’t been thinking about my future career at all. My 
aunt, on the other hand, had thought of an idea. She suggested 
that I become a proctor. 

‘“Steertorth! What on earth is a proctor?” I asked. I had never 
even heard this word before. 

‘A proctor? It’s a kind of church lawyer, who takes care of 
wills and marriages. It’s a very old-fashioned job. Where did 
your aunt get that idea?” 
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“When she went to see her proctor in London about making 
changes to her will, she learned that there was a job vacancy in 
his office.” 

“Take the job,” said Steerforth. “The work is easy and it’s 
very well paid.” 

Because both Steerforth and my aunt were in favour, | 
agreed to take ihe job. Aunt Betsey and I planned to meet in 
London. When I arrived, she took me to the offices of Spenlow 
and Jorkins. 

The offices were old-fashioned and dusty. Mr Spenlow 
described the job. There was no salary — in fact, my aunt had to 
pay £1,000 for my training period. I was asked to work for a trial 
period of one month, starting immediately. The following day, 
Mr Spenlow took me to a court session, which I found extremely 
boring. Meanwhile. my aunt arranged my lodgings — a small flat 
on the top floor of a large house. It only had a small sitting- 
room, a bedroom and a tiny kitchen, but I was very pleased with 
it. 

Soon after, Mr Wickfield and Agnes came to London on 
business and invited me to lunch. It was a formal lunch with 
several guests, including Uriah Heep, but I managed to speak to 
Agnes for a tew moments alone. 

“I’m afraid we're here on unpleasant business,” Agnes 
whispered. “It’s Uriah Heep — Father is about to make him his 
partner.” 

“His partner?” I repeated. “How terrible. Why is he doing 
that?” 

“Uriah has forced Father to do it. He has no choice. Uriah 
has taken advantage of my father’s weakness for alcohol and 
Father is afraid of him.” 

During lunch, I couldn't look at Heep when I thought about 
how he was treating poor Mr Wickfield. Agnes, however. had 
asked me to be nice to him, because he was about to become her 
father’s partner. Whenever J spoke to Agnes, Heep was never far 
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away — he was trying to listen to our conversation! Suddenly. | 
noticed a famihar face among the guests — Tommy Traddles, my 
friend from Salem House. 

“Tommy Traddles! Is it you?” | asked. 

“David Copperfield! What are you doing here?” Traddles 
asked in surprise. 

“Working in London. And you?” 

“Me, too,” he answered. 

Traddles was also starting a carcer as a lawyer. Now thal we 
were both living in London, we decided to keep in touch. Before 
leaving, | remembered my promise to Agnes to be nice to Uriah 
Heep, so I invited him to my lodgings. 

When we were there, Heep said, “Mr Wickfield drinks too 
much for a man in his position. Now he can’t work without me. 
I help him with his business, and | do everything when he its 
drunk. He’s lucky to have me. If it weren’{ for me, his situation 
would be much worse.” 

I wondered how the situation could possibly be worse than 
it was. 

“Didn't you think that Agnes was especially beautiful 
today?” he continued. 

“Yes, she was,” I agreed. 

“Oh, thank you! Thank you!” said Heep. 

“Why are you thanking me?” T asked. 

“Because [ shall ask her to marry me one day,” he declared. 

I couldn't believe my ears! Was there no end to Heep’s 
plans? [ did not like what was happening. hut there was very 
little 1 could do. 


CHAPTERS HAPPINESS AND SORROW 


One day my employer, Mr Spenlow, invited me to his house, 
which was in a village not far trom London. | was introduced to 
his daughter, Dora, and I fell in love with her at once. I was 


39 


DAVID COPPERFIELD 


Dora’s companion was Miss Murdstone! 


shocked, however, to see a familiar face at the Spenlows’ house. 
Dora, like most young women from wealthy families, had a 
companion. Companions were often older women who were 
present when girls were in the company of men. Dora’s 
companion was Miss Murdstone! I wondered why she was now 
working in this position, but I didn’t ask because I didn’t want 
to speak to her after the way she had treated me in my 
childhood. Miss Murdstone spoke to me quietly, and we agreed 
not to mention our past to the Spenlows. Still, even this 
unpleasant surprise didn’t ruin the day. After returning home, I 
could only think about when I would see Dora again. 

A few days later, I visited Traddles at his lodgings. We 
chatted about our schooldays, and he told me that he was 
engaged to be married. Traddles mentioned he had become 
friendly with another family in the house, and he wanted me to 
meet them. Imagine my surprise when their door opened and I 
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saw Mr and Mrs Micawber! 

“T thought you were in Canterbury, Mr Micawber,” I said. 

“Indeed I was, but it seems that they didn’t need true talent 
there,” Mr Micawber replied. 

“Mr Micawber has a variety of qualifications and great 
talent,” Mrs Micawber explained. “I can’t understand why no 
one offers him a job in which he can use them.” 

Mr Micawber smiled, clearly enjoying his wife’s praise, 
although I was sure he was used to it. 

I guessed that the Micawbers’ financial situation wasn’t 
good, and when I spoke privately to Traddles he mentioned that 
he had lent them money. I advised him that this was not a good 
idea because Mr Micawber often borrowed money but was 
never able to pay it back. 

One evening, Steerforth appeared at my lodgings with a 
letter for me from Peggotty. 

“Tm afraid it’s bad news. Barkis is dying,” said Steerforth. 

“That’s terrible.” [I replied. “I must go and be with 
Peggotty.” 

“Copperfield, before you go, I want to say something. 
We've been friends for a long time. If anything should ever 
come between us, or if you hear bad things about me, always 
think of me as you once knew me.” 

I didn’t understand him at that moment. If only I had known 
then what I know now ... 

I arrived at Peggotty’s house, and Mr Peggotty, Ham and 
Emily were all there. Mr Barkis was lying in bed and he was 
very ill. He looked at me with a pleasant smile and said, “Barkis 
is willing.” Then a few minutes later, he closed his eyes and died 
peacefully. 

After the funeral, I invited Peggotty to return to London with 
me. She told me that Ham and Emily were planning to get 
married quietly within a fortnight. I went to Mr Peggotty’s 
house to say goodbye. When I arrived, Ham opened the door. He 
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was very pale and had tears in his eyes. 

“Oh, Mr Copperfield, it’s Em’ly!” he cried. “She’s run 
away! What will I tell my Uncle Dan when he comes home?” 

He took a letter out of his pocket and gave it to me to read. 
It was in Emily’s handwriting. 

1 am going away and will not return unless he marries me. I 
dont want you to suffer because of me. Please try to pretend I 
am dead and buried somewhere. Ham, find yourself a good girl 
and marry her. Tell Uncle that I have always loved him and I 
always will. God bless you all. I will pray for you. 

At that moment Mr Peggotty arrived. He sensed 
immediately that something was wrong. He took the letter from 
Ham and read it slowly. Then he let out a cry. 
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Mr Peggotty took the letter from Ham and read it slowly. 
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“Who is the man?” he shouted. “Who is it?” He was 
trembling with pain and anger. 

“Please go away, David. You shouldn’t hear this,” Ham 
urged. 

“T want to know his name,” growled Mr Peggotty. 

Ham continued, “There’s a gentleman who was here 
recently. Please leave, Mr David...” 

I couldn’t move. I already knew what he was going to Say. 

‘His name is Steerforth,” Ham said at last. 

Mr Peggotty put on his coat. “I’m going to look for her and 
bring her back,” he declared, and he went out into the night. 

I couldn’t understand why Steerforth had done this. How 
could he bring so much sadness to people who were supposed to 
be his friends? Mr Peggotty didn’t find Emily that night but said 
that he would continue looking for her. He and Peggotty 
returned to London with me to look for Emily there. We went to 
Steerforth’s house, but Steerforth’s mother, who received us 
coldly, didn’t know where her son and Emily were. She was 
very angry that her son had run away with Emily, because she 
believed Emily was from a lower class. 


CHAPTER 10 Miss MURDSTONE’S REVENGE 


All this time, I couldn’t stop thinking about Dora. When Mr 
Spenlow invited me to a picnic for her birthday, I was delighted 
and counted the days until the day of the picnic arrived. On that 
day, I brought Dora flowers. 

Miss Murdstone wasn’t with Dora that day; she had a new 
companion, Miss Mills, who encouraged our friendship. At the 
end of the day, Miss Mills said to me, “Dora is coming to stay 
with me in London the day after tomorrow. If you like, you are 
welcome to visit her.” Two days later I called on Dora at the 
home of Miss Mills. We spent time together alone. Somehow, I 
found the courage to tell Dora how much I loved her, and she 
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I found the courage to tell Dora how much I loved her, and she told 
me that she felt the same way about me. 


told me that she felt the same way about me. I was overjoyed. 
We became engaged that very evening. We decided, however. 
to wait a while before we told Dora’s father. 

I wrote to Agnes to tell her the splendid news about Dora 
and myself as well as the sad news from Yarmouth. 

A few days later, my aunt and Mr Dick appeared 
unexpectedly at my lodgings. 

“Aunt! Mr Dick! What a pleasant surprise!” I exclaimed. 

“Tm afraid it’s not so pleasant,” my aunt replied. We had tea 
and she told me the whole story. 

“[’m sorry, Trotwood, but I am ruined. Apart from my 
house, which I have rented out, I have nothing in the world. You 
see, I realised that Mr Wickfield is not the man he once was. He 
stopped giving me good advice, and now I have lost all my 
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money. I have nowhere to live, so Mr Dick and I have come to 
stay with you.” 

I didn’t know what to do. I told Aunt Betsey about my 
engagement, but I realised that my circumstances had now 
changed. I wondered how I could help my aunt. Perhaps if I left 
my job, Mr Spenlow would agree to return the £1,000 that my 
aunt had paid him. Unfortunately, when I asked him the next 
day, he refused. Now what was I going to do? I was certain he 
wouldn't permit his daughter to marry a man with no 
money... 

When I arrived at my lodgings that evening, I saw a familiar 
figure. It was Agnes. Her father and Uriah Heep had told her 
about my aunt’s financial difficulties, and she had come to 
comfort my aunt. 

I told Agnes that I must find an extra job. Agnes mentioned 
that Dr Strong, my former headmaster, had retired from teaching 
and moved to London. He wanted to publish a dictionary and 
was looking for an assistant. I decided to speak to him as soon 
as possible. 

I asked Agnes about Uriah Heep. 

“Uriah and my father are here in London with me,” Agnes 
said. “Uriah has moved into our house with his mother, and he 
has a very strong influence over my father. In fact, I think that 
he is trying to come between my father and me.” 

Just then there was a knock at the door, and Mr Wickfield 
entered, accompanied by Uriah Heep. Mr Wickfield was 
different; his eyes were red and his hands trembled noticeably. 
It was obvious that Heep had considerable power over him. 

“I’m sorry to hear of your unfortunate situation,” said Heep. 
“However, as the saying goes, ‘money is not the only thing in 
life.””* Clearly, Heep was enjoying the situation very much. 

The following day I went to see Dr Strong and explained 
that I needed extra work in addition to my job as a proctor. Dr 
Strong was very pleased and offered me £70 a year to work for 
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him mornings and evenings. I knew it would be hard, but I had 
to earn enough money to marry Dora! 

At this time, Mr Micawber told me he was leaving London 
and going to Canterbury to work as Uriah Heep’s personal 
assistant. I was surprised, but Mr Micawber and his wife were 
both very pleased. 

Life had become crowded in my lodgings since my aunt and 
Mr Dick had moved in, but my aunt looked after me devotedly, 
as if she were my mother. I knew I must eventually tell Dora the 
truth about my financial situation, and one day I visited her. 

“Dora, I’ve got something to tell you,” I said. “I haven’t got 
any money.” 

“Don’t be so silly, David,” she laughed. 

“No, it’s true. I am ruined,” I confessed. 

When she realised I was telling the truth, she began to cry. 

“Do you still love me?” I asked her. 

“Of course I do!” 

“And shall we still get married?” 

“Yes, we shall,” Dora declared. 

One day, Mr Spenlow called me into his office. To my 
surprise, Miss Murdstone was with him. Mr Spenlow had a 
bundle of letters tied with a blue ribbon in his hand. 

“Is this your writing, Mr Copperfield?” he asked. He 
showed me a letter I had written to Dora. 

“Yes, it is,” I answered. 

“And did you write these?” he asked, pointing at some other 
letters. 

“Yes, sir, | did.” 

These were letters which I had secretly sent to Miss Mills 
for Dora, and I wondered how Miss Murdstone had found them. 

“T have suspected for a long time that something has been 
going on between Mr Copperfield and Miss Dora,” Miss 
Murdstone said. “I had hoped that I was wrong. However, one 
day I found Miss Dora’s dog with these letters in his mouth. I 
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felt it was my duty to read them and to inform Mr Spenlow of 
what was written in them. I only did this for Dora — she is very 
young and needs protection from people like Mr Copperfield.” 

Of course, Miss Murdstone was not trying to protect Dora, 
she was trying to harm me. It was obvious that she was enjoying 
this moment very much. 

“You did very well, Miss Murdstone,” answered Mr 
Spenlow. “Mr Copperfield, I am shocked!” 

“It’s all my fault, sir,” | said, trying to protect Dora. “Your 
daughter did not want to hide anything from you.” 

“All contact between you and my daughter must end 
immediately,” Mr Spenlow insisted. “You know that J am a rich 
man and that my daughter will inherit everything I own. | am 
also aware of your financial situation, which might explain your 
interest in my daughter. You must not see my daughter again. If 
you do not agree, I will send her to study abroad.” 

The next morning | was very upset but went to work as 
usual. As soon as I entered the offices, 1 knew that something 
was wrong. 

“What’s happened?” I asked. 

“Haven't you heard?” replied a clerk. “Mr Spenlow is 
dead.” 

“Dead? Mr Spenlow? How did that happen?” I gasped. 

“He fell from his carriage on his way home last night.” 

I was shocked. | immediately thought about my poor Dora. 
How terrible she must feel! 


CHAPTER 11 UNION AND REUNIONS 


I accompanied my aunt on a visit to her house near Dover. 
On the way back, I stopped in Canterbury to see Agnes. When I 
arrived at Mr Wickfield’s office, I saw my old friend, Mr 
Micawber. 

“Are you enjoying your work here?” I asked. 
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“Very much, my dear Copperfield,” he replied. 

“Do you see much of Mr Wickfield?” 

“No, Mr Heep is in charge now. Mr Wickfield isn’t able to 
work very much nowadays,” answered Mr Micawber. 

“Perhaps that’s because of his partner,” I remarked 
sarcastically. 

“Copperfield, you are my very good friend and you have 
helped me on many occasions, but please understand that there 
are things which I cannot discuss with you,” Mr Micawber said. 

It seemed that Uriah Heep also controlled my friend. I then 
went to visit Agnes, and I told her about Dora and about her 
father’s death. Later I had dinner at the Wickfields’ house and 
noticed that Uriah Heep filled Mr Wickfield’s wine glass 
whenever it became empty. As the evening went on, Mr 
Wickfield became more and more drunk. Then Uriah Heep 
suddenly announced, “Let’s drink to Agnes — your beautiful 
daughter, and the woman [ hope will soon be my wife.” Mr 
Wickfield was furious. He stood up, his face red with anger, and 
shouted, “You have ruined me, and now you want to take my 
daughter from me. You are evil, Heep, evil!” Uriah Heep did not 
react at all. 

Mr Wickfield sat down again and put his head in his hands. 
Agnes helped her father gently to his feet. “You are not well, 
Father. Come with me,” she said, and she took him to his room. 
Having witnessed this, I left Canterbury the following day with 
a feeling of great sadness. 

One evening shortly after my return to London from 
Canterbury, a woman passed me on my way home from work. 
Her face looked familiar, and I watched her as she walked 
towards a man who was sitting on the steps of a church. | 
couldn't believe my eyes! The man was Mr Peggotty and the 
woman was Martha, Emily’s friend, who had run away to 
London. I walked up to them immediately. 

“Master Davy! How good it is to see you before I leave once 
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Mr Wickfield stood up and shouted, “You are evil, Heep, evil!” 
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again,” said Mr Peggotty. 

“Again?” 

“Yes, I must go. I am still looking for Em’ly and that man — 
I even went to France, but I couldn’t find them anywhere. I 
returned to Yarmouth and there was a letter there from Em’ly. 
She said that she was sorry for everything that had happened, 
and she asked if Ham still loved her. 1’m very worried. She 
needs me more than ever. The letter was posted from a town in 
Germany. Now I must go there and find her.” 

“How are things in Yarmouth?” I asked. “How is Ham?” 

“He never speaks about Em’ly. He works hard, so he won't 
have to think about her, and he always volunteers for the 
dangerous jobs on the fishing boats,” said Mr Peggotty. “Each 
of us tries to solve our problems in a different way, Master Davy. 
That’s why I’m leaving tomorrow. Il! walk 10,000 miles just to 
find Em’ly.” 

Dora went to live with two of her aunts after her father’s 
death. Mr Spenlow apparently had not been as rich as he had 
said, and Dora was left with very little money. I decided to ask 
Dora’s aunts for permission to marry her. At Agnes’ suggestion, 
I wrote to them and asked whether | could meet them. After 
some time, a letter arrived inviting me to their house. Miss 
Lavinia Spenlow and Miss Clarissa Spenlow received me and 
asked me numerous questions. In the end, they agreed that | 
could come and visit Dora. Once again, I had the chance to see 
the love of my life. 

One day, Agnes and Mr Wickfield came to London to visit 
their old friend, Dr Strong. As usual, Uriah Heep was with them. 
I took Agnes to meet Dora and her aunts. Dora and Agnes 
immediately became friends and decided to write to each other 
after Agnes returned to Canterbury. 

I was now 21 years old. | had left both my jobs and was 
working for a newspaper reporting debates in Parliament. | also 
wrote articles, which appeared regularly in magazines. | earned 
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enough money to move to a small house in London which was 
bigger and gave me, my aunt and Mr Dick more privacy. Soon, 
however, my aunt and Mr Dick would need to move again. 
Why? Because Dora and I were going to be married! Aunt 
Betsey and Dora’s aunts began to look for furniture for us, and 
Peggotty came to help us arrange the house. 

At last our wedding day arrived. We had all waited so long 
for this moment. As I looked around the church and saw so 
many familiar faces — Aunt Betsey, Mr Dick, Peggotty, Traddles 
and Agnes — I could hardly believe it was really happening! 
Dora’s aunts cried and Aunt Betsey couldn’t hide the tears in her 
eyes. Dora looked beautiful. I was very proud that she was now 
my wife. 

It was wonderful to always be with Dora. However, looking 
after the house was not easy for her. We employed several 
maids, but each of them took advantage of Dora’s innocence and 
kindness. Our first maid had no idea of time and always served 
our meals late and usually cold. Another one wore Dora’s hats 
whenever she went out shopping. The last one was an alcoholic 
who bought alcohol with our money. Even the shopkeepers 
knew that if they tried to trick us, Dora wouldn’t suspect 
anything. However, I could never get angry with Dora because 
her innocence was one of the things that made me love her. 

Several months after our wedding, we discovered that Dora 
was expecting a baby. However, to our great sadness, we lost the 
baby soon afterwards and Dora became very ill. Aunt Betsey 
visited us every day. Dora eventually became so weak that I had 
to carry her downstairs every morning and upstairs every 
evening. 

I had been married about a year when I happened to be 
walking through the Steerforths’ neighbourhood, thinking about 
the first book I was going to write. As 1 walked past the 
Steerforths’ house, the maid recognised me. She called me 
inside, because Steerforth’s servant had news of Emily. 
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“After they left Yarmouth,” he told me, “Mr Steerforth and 
the girl visited many countries. At first, they got on well 
together, but then they began to have arguments. Eventually, Mr 
Steerforth left. He said he would return in a couple of days but 
he never came back. When the girl realised this, she was furious 
and disappeared. She hasn’t been seen or heard of since, and I 
haven’t seen Mr Steerforth since he left either.” 

When I left Mrs Steerforth’s house, I was very worried about 
Emily and hoped she was safe. 


CHAPTER 12 CONFRONTING URIAH HEEP 


When I got back to my house, there was a very mysterious 
letter from Mr Micawber waiting for me. 

I have something important to tell you, my dear Copperfield. 
Uriah Heep is a thief and a criminal. He has done many bad 
things and has caused much suffering to innocent people. Now, 
I must do something to help these people and to stop Heep from 
committing more crimes. Meet me at the office in Canterbury a 
week from today. We’ll need a lawyer, so please bring your 
friend Traddles with you. 

A few days before the meeting in Canterbury, I received an 
unexpected visit from Martha. She asked me to come with her 
urgently, and she took me to a dirty old house where poor people 
rented rooms. We entered one of the rooms and Emily was 
there! Before I could speak to her, | heard footsteps behind us — 
it was Dan Peggotty. 

“Uncle!” cried Emily. 

“Thank God,” gasped Mr Peggotty, as Emily fainted in his 
arms. I shall never forget that meeting. When Emily recovered, 
Mr Peggotty kissed her and carried her down the stairs. Later, 
she recounted her experiences in Europe, and how, when she 
returned to London alone with no money and no friends, Martha 
had looked after her. 
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The following day, Mr Peggotty came to visit me at home. 
He had surprising news. “Em’ly needs a new start in life,” he 
said. “We're going to emigrate to Australia.” 

I wished Mr Peggotty the best of luck, but I was very sad at 
the thought that Emily was going so far away. 

I wasn’t sure whether I should leave Dora and go to meet Mr 
Micawber in Canterbury. Dora was very ill. Each day as I 
carried her up and down the stairs, I was worried about how 
much weight she was losing. Dora, however, insisted that I go, 
and so Traddles and [ went to the meeting with my aunt and Mr 
Dick, who decided to accompany us. 

Arriving in Canterbury, we went directly to Mr Wickfield’s 
office, where we were greeted first by Mr Micawber, and then 
by Uriah Heep and his mother. A few moments later, Agnes 
entered the room. 

“Micawber, you may go now,” said Heep. 

Mr Micawber did not move. 

“Didn’t you hear me?” asked Heep, impatiently. 

“Yes, I did,” Mr Micawber replied. 

“Then why don’t you go?” 

“Because | choose not to.” 

Uriah Heep’s face became red with anger. 

“You are a criminal, sir,” continued Mr Micawber. 

Uriah Heep smiled coldly. He turned to Agnes and said, 
“Miss Wickfield, if you allow them to harm me, [’ll ruin your 
father.” 

“Heep, you are a liar and a cheat!” Mr Micawber declared. 
He took a letter from his pocket and read, 

I, Wilkins Micawber, employed by Uriah Heep, have been 
forced in my work to forge documents. Heep has hidden things 
from Mr Wickfield and has misled and confused him about 
important matters. He has persuaded Mr Wickfield to sign 
documents without explaining to him why he was signing them. 
These documents gave Heep even more power. Heep has also 
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emit! 


i aia 


Aunt Betsey walked up to Uriah Heep and seized him by the neck. 
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forged Mr Wickfield’s signature, and he has persuaded Mr 
Wickfield to sign an agreement which makes Heep his partner. 

My aunt walked up to Uriah Heep. “It’s because of you that 
Mr Wickfield stopped giving me good advice,” she cried, 
seizing him by the neck. “I lost all my money because of you. 
Give it back to me!” Traddles and I jumped up to calm her. 

Traddles then turned to Heep and demanded, “You must 
hand over the document that makes you Mr Wickfield’s partner 
and all the papers and documents you have forged.” 

“I refuse!’ exclaimed Heep. 

“In that case, I shall make sure that you are sent to prison,” 
said Traddles. “It is true that it will take more time, but I assure 
you that we will obtain the documents. I am sure that you would 
be very unhappy in jail.” 

“Mother, get the documents!” Heep hissed. 

Mrs Heep gave the documents to Traddles, and we went 
with Mr Micawber to his house, leaving Heep to his misery. 

“At last ['ve been able to use my many talents!” Mr 
Micawber exclaimed. 

“I’m so proud to have such a talented husband,” added his 
wife. 

“Mr Micawber,” said my aunt, “have you ever thought of 
emigrating? I’m sure they could use your talents in Australia.” 

“Madam, I too have heard that they need talented people 
there,” Mr Micawber replied. “In fact, I once considered the 
idea, but unfortunately I didn’t have the money for the tickets.” 

“Well, thanks to you, my money may be returned to me, and 
I will be happy to pay your fare to Australia,” Aunt Betsey 
declared. 

Mr Micawber thought for a moment. “I can only accept your 
offer on one condition.” he said. “You must give me the money 
as a loan and I will repay it in full one day.” 

My aunt smiled and said that that would be perfectly 
acceptable. 
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CHAPTER 13 STARTING AGAIN 


RA ttt PEPER ASPLUND 


Dora’s health continued to get worse. She lay on her bed, 
smiling and never complaining, but she was extremely weak. 

“Please ask Agnes to come. I want to see her very much,” 
Dora asked one day. , 

I wrote to Agnes and she came at once. That evening, Dora 
said in a faint voice, “Oh David, you have been a wonderful, 
caring husband. I have loved you so much.” She held me in her 
arms and I couldn't stop crying. Dora then asked to speak to 
Agnes in private for a few moments. I left them together. 

Later that night my poor, dear Dora died peacetully. 

I cried for many days after that. My life was so empty 
without Dora. 

Only one piece of good news interrupted my grief. Traddles 
told me that he had studied Uriah Heep’s documents and had 
managed to save Mr Wicktield’s business and to recover Aunt 
Betsey’s money. 

Before they left for Australia, Dan Peggotty came to visit 
me. He had with him a letter from Emily to Ham, in which she 
thanked him for his kindness and his friendship. I volunteered to 
deliver the letter to Ham. On my way to Yarmouth by coach, | 
looked at the sky. I was sure there was going to be a storm. The 
coachman had the same thoughts as me. 

“It’s an unusual sky, isn’t it? I haven’t seen one like that for 
years,” he said. “I wouldn’t like to be a sailor at sea today.” 

That afternoon, the weather became worse and worse. 
Strong winds blew trees down, and in Yarmouth the waves were 
almost as high as the buildings. 

Suddenly someone ran into the hotel where I was staying. 
“Come quickly!” he shouted. “There’s a ship on the rocks!” 

We all rushed down to the sea at once. Ham was tying a 
rope around his body, intending to swim to the ship to rescue the 
people trapped on board. He jumped into the sea, but the waves 
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Ham intended to swim to the ship to rescue the 
people trapped on board. 
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were too strong, and when the people onshore pulled him out, 
his face was all bloody. Ham tried again and nearly reached the 
ship, but suddenly a huge wave crashed over him and he 
disappeared. When Ham’s friends finally pulled him ashore, 
they couldn’t save him and he died. 

As I sat beside my poor friend, a sailor who recognised me 
asked me to come with him. “We’ve found a body from the 
ship,” he said. 

“But why do you want me to see it?” I asked. 

When he removed the blanket and the victim’s face was 
revealed, 1 understood why he had asked me to come. 
Steerforth’s body was lying on the sand. 

I returned to London, feeling very sad. I knew I couldn’t tell 
Dan Peggotty or Emily about Ham’s death because Emily would 
be heartbroken, and they might not leave. The Micawbers were 
leaving with Dan Peggotty and Emily, and Peggotty and I 
accompanied them all to their ship. It was difficult to say 
goodbye, but there was also a pleasant surprise. Dan Peggotty, 
who never forgot a friend, had persuaded Martha to go with 
them, and he had paid for her ticket. I remember to this day the 
sight of all my friends, smiling and waving from the deck as the 
ship slowly sailed away. 

Soon afterwards, I decided to travel abroad and write books. 
I wanted to try to recover from Dora’s death and to think about 
my future. For the next three years, I lived in Italy and 
Switzerland. I wrote a great deal and sent my work to my 
publisher by post. During my time abroad, Agnes wrote to me 
regularly. Her letters gave me comfort and brightened my mood. 

When I returned to England, I first went to Dover to see 
Aunt Betsey and Mr Dick, who were now living in my aunt’s 
house again. They hadn’t changed at all. To my great surprise, 
Peggotty was also living there and was now my aunt’s 
housekeeper. We had a long, enjoyable talk, then Aunt Betsey 
asked, “So Trotwood, when are you going to Canterbury?” 
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It was as if my aunt could read my mind. How did she know 
how much I had missed Agnes while I was abroad? 

I went to Canterbury the following day. Agnes seemed very 
happy to see me. 

“Are you going to go away again?” she asked. 

“What do you have to say about that?” 

“J hope you don’t.” 

“Then I won't!” J replied. 

I rode back to my aunt’s house, thinking about my new love 
for Agnes and hoping that she had the same feelings for me. 
After that, we saw each other frequently. Before long, I told her 
I loved her and asked her to marry me. 

“Oh, Trotwood, I have loved you since the first day I met 
you,” Agnes said. “And now I must tell you something. As Dora 
lay dying, she told me that she hoped one day we would get 
married.” 

Agnes and I got married, and we moved to London. Ten 
happy years passed. One evening, while we were playing with 
our three children, we heard a knock at the door. I opened it and 
saw an old, white-haired man standing in front of me. J looked 
closely at his face, which looked very familiar. Suddenly I 
realised who it was. 

“Dan Peggotty! Is it really you?” I cried. 

“Yes, Master Davy, it’s me!” the old man replied. 

“Come and sit down. How are you? And how is Emily?” 
There were so many questions I wanted to ask him that I didn’t 
know where to begin. 

“We're both well,” he answered. “When we arrived in 
Australia, we bought a farm and life has been good to us. I 
wanted to thank you for not telling us about Ham’s death before 
we left for Australia. If Em’ly had known about it then, I’m sure 
she would have died of sorrow. It was kind of you not to tell us. 
I’m sure it wasn’t easy for you.” 

“So how did you find out about Ham?” I asked. 
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“We saw some old newspapers from England, and by 
chance, there was an article in one of them about the storm. 
That’s how we heard that Ham had died. Em’ly took it very 
badly and was upset for a long time after she heard the news.” 

“And is Emily married?” 

“No, Master Davy, she isn’t. She has stayed with me and 
wants to look after me in my old age. She also helps the 
neighbours. She teaches their children, and if someone is sick, 
Em’ly is the first to visit. Everyone loves her. Anyone with a 
problem knows that Em’ly will do whatever she can to help.” 

“What happened to Martha, Mr Peggotty?” 

“Martha married a young man who worked on our farm, and 
now they have a farm of their own.” 

Before I could ask about Mr Micawber, Mr Peggotty said, 
“Oh, I almost forgot. Mr Micawber asked me to give this letter 
to you.” 

I opened the envelope he gave me. Inside was a letter and a 
newspaper article. I looked at the article first. It was about a 
special dinner given in honour of Judge Micawber! In his letter, 
Mr Micawber thanked me for all the help I had given him in the 
past. | was pleased that something had “turned up” for him at 
last. 

Dan Peggotty stayed with us a month and we spent many 
pleasant evenings exchanging stories, telling one another about 
our lives during the last ten years. One day Mr Peggotty and I 
went to visit Ham’s grave in Yarmouth. Before we left the grave, 
he knelt down and picked up some earth. He put it in his pocket 
and said, “It’s for Em’ly. I promised to take it back for her. It’s 
only earth, but it will remind her of Ham and of England.” 
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Before we left, Mr Peggotty knelt down and picked up some earth. 
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Questions on the Text 


Chapter 1 


1. Why was Mrs Copperfield shocked, and what happened as 
a result of her shock? 

2. Why did Aunt Betsey leave the house? 

3. What kind of relationship did David and his mother have 
with Peggotty? 

4. Why did Mrs Copperfield and Peggotty argue? 


Chapter 2 


1, Why was David sad to leave Yarmouth? 

2. What change had taken place when David returned home? 
3. Why was David nervous during his lessons? 

4. Why was David sent away? 


Chapter 3 


1. Why did David have to wear the sign on his back? 

2. Who was Mr Creakle and how did he receive David? 

3. Who was J. Steerforth? 

4. What surprise awaited David when he went home for the 


holidays? 
5. What was life like for David with the Murdstones? 
Chapter 4 


1. What piece of news did David receive on his birthday? 
2. What did Peggotty and Barkis do during the visit to 
Yarmouth? 


Chapter 5 


1. What kind of job did David have at the age of ten, and how 
did he feel about it? 

2. Why did David decide to run away from London, and 
where did he go? 

3. How did Aunt Betsey receive David? 
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4. How did the Murdstones feel about David staying with 
Aunt Betsey? 

Chapter 6 

1. Who was Mr Wickfield, and why did David stay at his 
house? 

2. Why did David feel uncomfortable at Uriah Heep’s house? 

Chapter 7 


1. Why did David go to Yarmouth, and who joined him on 
the way there? 
2. What news did Mr Peggotty announce to David upon his 


arrival? 
Chapter 8 
1. What job did David take and how much money did he 
earn? 
2. What bad news did Agnes give to David in London? 
Chapter 9 


1. Who was Dora and who was her companion? 
2. Why did David go to Peggotty’s house? 
3. What other event filled everyone with great sadness? 


Chapter 10 


1. Why did Aunt Betsey and Mr Dick appear unexpectedly at 
David’s door? 
2. Why was David called into Mr Spenlow’s office? 


Chapter 11 


1. Why was Mr Wickfield furious? 

2. At the age of 21, how did David earn his living, and what 
plans did he and Dora have? 

3. What happened to Dora several months after the wedding? 
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Chapter 12 

1. What did Mr Peggotty decide to do after he found Emily? 

2. What did Mr Micawber reveal about Uriah Heep? 

3. What did Tommy Traddles order Heep to do? 

Chapter 13 

1. What happened to Dora? 

2. David loved two people who died in the storm. Who were 
they? 

3. What did David do for the next three years? 

4. What happened to David when he returned to England? 

5. Why did Mr Peggotty put earth in his pocket? 
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English 

arranged 

as the saying goes 
bachelor 

bald 

beat me 

beatings 

became engaged 


bit 

buried 

cane 

cheeks 

chin 

clerk 
coachman 
disappointed 
dismiss 
eventually 
faint 

fainted 
forge 

grave 

grief 

guests 

hand over 
hissed 
housekeeper 


GLOSSARY 


Castellano 
dispuesto 

como dice el refran 
soltero 

calva 

golpearme 

palizas 


nos prometimos 


mordi 
enterrado 
vara 

mejillas 
barbilla 
oficinista 
cochero 
decepcionado 
despedir 
finalmente 
débil 

se desmay6é 
falsificar 
tumba 

pena 
invitados 
entregar 

dijo entre dientes 


ama de llaves 
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Catala 

disposat 

com diu el refrany 
solter 

calba 

colpejar-me 
pallisses 


ens vam prometre 


vaig mossegar 
enterrat 

vara 

galtes 

barbeta 
oficinista 
cotxer 
decebut 
acomiadar 
finalment 
débil 

es va desmaiar 
falsificar 
tomba 

pena 
convidats 
entregar 

va dir en veu baixa 


mestressa 


English 

arranged 

as the saying goes 
bachelor 

bald 

beat me 

beatings 

became engaged 


bit 

buried 

cane 

cheeks 

chin 

clerk 
coachman 
disappointed 
dismiss 
eventually 
faint 

fainted 
forge 

grave 

grief 

guests 

hand over 
hissed 
housekeeper 


GLOSSARY 


Euskara 


erabaki 


esaerak dion bezala 


ezkongabe 


soilune 


ni jipoitzera zihoan 


jipoiak 


ezkontitza eman 


genion elkarri 
hozka egin nion 
ehortzia 
zigor 
masailak 
kokots 
bulegari 
gurdi-gidari 
dezepzionatua 
bota 
azkenean 
ahul 
zorabiatu zen 
faltsifikatzera 
hilobi 
pena 
gonbidatuak 


eman 


ahopean esan zuen 


giltzain 
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Galego 
disposto 


como di o refran 


solteiro 
calva 
baterme 
malleiras 


prometémonos 


mordin 
soterrado 
vara 
meixelas 
queixo 
oficinista 
cocheiro 
decepcionado 
despedir 

6 final 
débil 
desmaiouse 
falsificar 
sartego 
magoa 
convidados 
entregar 
rosmou 


ama de chaves 


English 
hngged me 
humble 


I wasn’t even 
allowed 


in spite of 
knelt down 
knitting 
Jandlord 
lodger 
lodgings 
maid 
mean 
nephew 
nodded 
on her own 
onshore 
overjoyed 
owed 
partner 
prayed 
pretended 
proctor 
realised 
relation 
released 
remarked 


rope 


GLOSSARY 


Castellano 

me abrazo 

humilde 

ni siquiera me 
dejaban 

a pesar de 

se arrodilld 

haciendo punto 

casero 

inquilino 

alojamiento 

sirvienta 

avaro 

sobrino 

asenti 

sola 

de la orilla 

lleno de alegria 

debia 

SOCIO 

recé 

fingid 

procurador 

se dio cuenta 

pariente 

liberado 

coment6é 


cuerda 
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Catala 
em va abracar 
humil 


ni tan sols em 
deixaven 


malgrat 

es va agenollar 
fent mitja 
propietari 
llogater 
allotjament 
minyona 
avar 

nebot 

vaig assentir 
sola 

de la vora 
molt alegre 
devia 

SOCI 

vaig resar 
va fingir 
procurador 
es va adonar 
parent 
alliberat 

va comentar 


corda 


English 
hugged me 
humble 


I wasn’t even 
allowed 


in spite of 
knelt down 
knitting 
landlord 
lodger 
lodgings 
maid 
mean 
nephew 
nodded 
on her own 
onshore 
overjoyed 
owed 
partner 
prayed 
pretended 
proctor 
realised 
relation 
released 
remarked 
rope 


GLOSSARY 


Euskara 
besarkatu ninduen 
apal 


ez zidaten uzten 


nahiz 
belaunikatu zen 
puntua eginez 
etxejaun 
maizter 

ostatu 
zerbitzari 
doilor 

iloba 

baietsi nuen 
bakarrik 

urertz 

pozez gainezka 
zor zien 
bazkide 

otoitz egin nuen 
plantak egin zituen 
prokuradore 
konturatu zen 
ahaide 

askatua 

azaldu zuen 


soka 
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Galego 
abrazoume 
humilde 
nin sequera me 
deixaban 
malia 
axeonllouse 
facendo punto 
caseiro 
inquilino 
aloxamento 
serventa 
avarento 
sobrifio 
asentin 
soa 
da beira 
cheo de ledicia 
debia 
SOCIO 
preguel 
finxiu 
procurador 
decatouse 
parente 
liberados 
comentou 


corda 


English 


rushed down 


seizing 
shellfish 
staring 


stepfather 
suspicious 
swollen 


teasing me 


trunk 
unlucky 
upset 
whiskers 
whispering 
widow 

will 

will turn up 
willing 


witnessed 


GLOSSARY 


Castellano 


bajamos corriendo 


agarrando 
marisco 


mirando fijamente 


padrastro 
desconfiada 
hinchada 
tomandome el pelo 


batil 
desafortunado 
disgustada 
patillas 
susurrando 
viuda 
testamento 
saldra 
dispuesto 


presenciado 
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Catala 


van baixar corrent 


agafant 

marisc 

que mirava 
fixament 

padrastre 

desconfiada 

inflada 

prenent-me el pél 


bagul 
desafortunat 
disgustada 
patilles 
xluxiuejant 
vidua 
testament 
sortira 
disposat 
presenciat 


English 


rushed down 


seizing 
shellfish 
staring 


stepfather 
suspicious 
swollen 


teasing me 


trunk 
unlucky 
upset 
whiskers 
whispering 
widow 

will 

will turn up 
willing 
witnessed 


GLOSSARY 


Euskara 


lasterka jaitsi ginen 


eutsiz 
itsaski 
adi-adi begira 


ugazaita 
fidagaitz 
handituta 
adarra jotzen 


kutxa 
zontxarreko 
atsekabetua 
patilak 
murmurikatzen 
alargun 
testamentu 
aterako da 
prest 


ikusita 
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Galego 


baixamos 
correndo 


agarrado 
marisco 


fitando 


padrasto 
desconfiada 
inchada 


tomandome o 
pelo 


baul 
desafortunado 
desgustada 
patillas 
moumeando 
viuva 
testamento 
saira 

disposto 


presenciado 


Young David Copperfield’s world is 
destroyed when his mother remarries. 
Rescued from a cruel stepfather by his 
devoted aunt, David grows up to 
experience the joy of love and aerate hip 
and the pain of separation and death. 
Throughout, David tells his story with 
humour and warmth and introduces us to 


a variety of memorable characters. 
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Other Classic 
Fiction for this 


The Last of the 
Mohicans 


Tess of the 
D’Urbervilles 


